CHAPTER I

JVl ANY years ago I began at the desire of my children to
write down what follows. In the domestic circle, partly from
myself and partly from relatives and old friends, they had
heard much about the surroundings and conditions in which I
had grown up, as well as about the strange and stirring adven-
tures of my youth, and they asked me to put that which they
had heard, and as much more of the same kind as I could give
them, Into the shape of a connected narrative which they might
keep as a family memorial. This I did, without originally con-
templating a general publication.

The circumstance that this narrative was first intended
only for a small number of persons who might be assumed to
take a special interest in everything concerning the subject,
may explain the breadth and copiousness of detail in the
descriptions of situations and events, which perhaps will occa-
sionally try the reader's patience. To soften his judgment he
should imagine an old man telling the story of his life to a
circle of intimates who constantly interrupt him with questions
about this and that of which they wish to know more, thus
forcing him to expand his tale.

However, I have to confess also that while I was writing,
the charm of story-telling, the joy of literary production, came
over me, and no doubt seduced me into diffusenesses which I
must ask the kind reader to pardon.

Until recently it was my intent not to publish these remi-
niscences during my lifetime, but to leave it to my children to